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AGNES ADDISON. 
(Continued from page 158.) 


IN the midst of this tranquillity, 
one fear, one tender anxiety, disturb 
the repose of Agnes: “ "Alas ! !” she 
would exclaim, while Ella, in all the 
gaiety and innocence of childhood, 
sported before her-—** Alas! thou dear 
and only memorial left to my widowed 
heart, of all the riches it onge posses- 
sed, what will become of thee when I 
am laid in the dust ? Who will guard 
thy unprotected innocence, and guide 
thy inexperienced steps through this 
dreary wilderness ?” 
ten her melancholy reflections. She 
had written to Miss Thompson, in 
hopes of rénewing the acquaintance, 
on Ella’s account, but received no an- 
swer, and was obliged to conclude that 
the gentle Sibelia had either left Ork- 
ney, forgotten her professions of 
friendship, or was an inhabitant of the 
regions of eternal bliss. She some- 
times thought of spending a winter in 
Lerwick, that she might get her child 
introduced to some respectable fami- 
ly, and not leave her wholly unpro- 
tected and unknown, when the angel 
of death should close her weary eyes 


inthe dreamless slumbers of the grave. 


It was now the beginning of the 
eighth summer she had spent in her 
Thulian cottage 3 her beautiful May- 
blossom Ella, in whom all the hopes 
and affections.of her feeling heart were 
concentered, had entered her ninth 

; and tothe promise of exquisite 


Such were of- 
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year 
Leary, gave indications of a heart theld out her hand, and told him she 


feelingly alive, and a disposition mild 
as the lamb that frolicked at her side. 
One fine morning Agnes rambled with 
Ella along the beach, till they reached 
a beautiful sand, below part of the 
cliffs already described: here Ella 
amused herself by gathering shells ; 
and her mother seating herself upon a 
projection of the rock, continued for 
some time reading a book, which she 
had brought with her from the cottage, 
when the noise of oars in the water, 
and the confused sounds of mirth and 
laughter caused her to raise her head. 
She discovered a man of war’s hoat, 
which had suddenly turned an angle,“ 
the rock, and was near the verv wine 
where she sat, before she was a‘ Oh 
of its approach. As she was g from 
hastily away, she was alarmed," 
loud scream from Hla, who, teetanry. 3 
by the sudden appearance of the stran- 
gers, was flying to her mother, when 
her foot slipped, and she fell to the 
ground. Agnes flew with terror to 
raise her, but, before she reached the 
spot, Eila was already raised, and sup- 
ported by a young man, dressed in na- 
valuniform. She took little notice of 
the youthful stranger, until she found 
her darling was unhurt ; she then turn- 
ed to him, and warmly thanked him 
for his attention to her child; and 
taking Ella’s hand, was turoing away ; 
—* Will you not permit’me to have 
the pleasure of seeing you and your 
little angel safely home, my dear ma- 
dam ?” said the youth, in a voice that 
thrilled toher soul. She involuntaril 




















162 THE JUVENILE 
would be happy to see him at her cot- 
tage ; when, turning her eyes to the | 
boat, they met those of a female, who | 
uttering a piercing shriek, flew to her, 
and the bewildered Agnes found her- 
self clasped in the arms of Sibelia 
Thompson. ‘ Gracious Heaven !” 
she exclaimed—“ Sibelia Thompson ! 
no longer my dearest Mrs. Henry, the 
uvhappy Sibelia Thompson, but the | 
happy, more than happy Sibelia Hamil- | 
ton.” Here Sibelia troduced Cap- J 
tain Hamilton to the agitated Agnes, , 
and she discovered that even the glow-| 
ing tenderness of youthful love, had | 
not too highly coloured the picture of 
Edward. Hamilton. When the first 

surprize and emotion of this delightful 

and unexpected meeting was over, the 
happy party proceeded to the cottage :, 

here again the feelings of Agnes were 

strongly interested for the young man 
already mentioned ; his voice raised | 
a thousand tender recollections in her | 
soul; and while she gazed on his ele- 
gant figure and expressive counte-| 
nance, her heart throbbed with inde- | 
‘ribahle emotions. ‘ Who, my dear | 
‘ss Hamilton, 1s this charming, this | 
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young gentleman is our namesake ; he 
says his name is Malcolm Henry.” — 
*“ Oh, support me! tell me, tell me, 


Sibelia, can this be? speak to me before 
my heart-strings burst!” ‘ Unthink- 
ing wretch that I am! My rash folly 
has destroved my friend! Assist me, 
Edward, I am almost distracted.” 
Captain Hamilton tendérly took Ag- 
nes s hand; she grasped his hand with 
. ivulsive eagerness. “Speak, speak!” 
said she, wildly. ‘“* My dear madam, 
be-composed ; he is indeed your son!” 
She heard no more}; the pulse which 
had throbbed almost to madness was 
ina moment still; her soul seemed 
to have’ éscaped from its frail tene- 
ment ; her astonished and almost dis- 
tracted son knelt at her feet, and bath- 
ed her cold hand with tears of agony, 


whiléthe shricks of the terrified Ella 


echoed through the house. 
( To be continued. ) , 


MAN WITHOUT THE CHRISTIAN RELIGION, 
Suppose man to be deprived of the 


| divine truths of revelation and aban- 


doned to his reflections ; he is sur- 
rounded by ‘* darkness visible.” He 


> ; > 2?) . tw rit . ” 
resting youth!” « My son, my | does not know what constitutes his 


madam; but, perhaps, if he could 

Lo! where meet with one morg»de- 
Fizig of the name of mother, he 
vw . . . . 
would not break his heart with grief 


at the exchange !” Sibelia accompa- | 


nied this speech with an arch smile to 
Captain Hamilton. Agnes for a 
moment rivetted to her chair; a dead- | 
ly sickness came over her heart; at 
length, clasping her hands, with a look | 
of agony, she exclaimed. *“* Ah! cruel | 
Dibelia, vou have raised a thought in 
my confused and bewildered soul, a 
thought it would be death to have re- | 


' 





ant 


oar 


| 
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aiised, more than a thousand deaths | 
to have disappointed!” *“* My beloved | 
friend!” exclaimed Sibelia, rising, | 
and taking 
effect of her rashness. At this mo- 
ment, Ella bounded from the window, 
where she had been standing with the 


her hand, terrified at the / 


| dignity and pre-eminence, from whence 
| he came or whither he shall 


go. He 
\is unacquainted with the causes of the 
evils which afflict him, and the princi- 
le of those astonishing contraricties, 
which he experiences in himself of 


| that internal war of feeling against 


reason, of those emotions which ele- 
vate him to Heaven, and of those im- 
pulses and attractions, which bring him 
back to earth. ‘Ihe objects which sur- 
round him, seduce him—self love 


| blinds him—pleasure corrupts him— 
| strength renders him presumptuous— 


adversity. discourages him. Does he 
Tely.owghis own reflections, and turn 
‘them within himself, he finds nothing 
but sources of weakness and trouble. 
in vain does he attempt to procure a 
situation fixed and tranquil.—His pro- 
jects, his desires, his opinions, like 











young stranger. “ Oh! mamma, thig 


| the billows of the perturbed ON ea0s 
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constantly agitate and toss him. Does 
he attempt to seek from his fellow tra- 


found in his own bosom? Does he 
give to his imagination wings, and fly 
to the utmost corners of the earth; like 
Nouh’s dove that was sent from the 
ark. he will be compelled to return 
without the peaceful olive. 
REFINEMENT ©F MANNERS. 
I have always thought, ho. ever Go- 


AND LITERARY MISCELLANY. 





| 





thic my ideas’ may appear, that too | 
i locks their incumbering moisture ;—he smiled 


much attention te an ornamental edu- 


cation, or as it is more fashionably ex- { 
| che liquid expanse, to dispense blessings alike 


pressed, “the graces,” has a connec- 
tion with effeminacy. 
the gentleman, aye, should never lose 
sight of the ~~ man. There is 
a gracefulness in a manly behaviour, a 
beauty in an open and imgenious dispo- 
sition, which al! the professed teachers 
of the arts of pieasing know not how 
to infuse. I would not, however, be 


In acquiring | 





misunderstood. I know full well how 


among the virtues, are certainly rclat- 
ed to them, and have a powerful influ- 
ence in promoting social happiness.— 
But, I contend, and no sophistry shall 
prevail on me to give up this point, 
that to be truly 
proceed from*goodness of heart. As- 
sumed by the artful to serve the pur- 
poses of private interest, they degene- 


Tate into contemptible grimace, and 


detestable hypocrisy. 


+ ee 
PRIDE. 


However contemptible that presump- 
tuous pride may render its possessor, 


. which places him in imagination far | 
above his equally deserving neighbor, | 


i 


i 
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!sential ingredient in the character of 
| every true gentleman ; which, while it 
veliers that repose, which he has not 


elevates him beyond the “ common 
herd of mankind,” renders him not 
less affable or unassuming, less conde- 
scending to his inferiors, or less affec- 
tionate, attentive or polite to all around 
him. E. 
SB + ea 
” MIRA. 
A fragment in the modern style. 
The glorious receptacle of light and heat 


had just raised his illustrious head from the 
eastern wave, and shook from his glowing 





|.on the towering hills which appeared to o’ertop 
‘him, then rose in majesty far soaring through 


'on the pauper and the man of wealth; driving 
before him the breezes which had been play- 
ing amid the widely extended progeny of 
bounteous Ceres, and which now retired for a 
time to sigh with the Naaids and Hamadryads : 
the fountains were o’erspread with liquid gold, 
and the feathered songsters of the grove pour- 
ed forth, mellifluous, their dulcet notes. In 
this sweet hour of the soul’s delusion did Mira 
bend her steps, o’er the verdant dew besprin- 
kled carpet of nature, to a little rural bower 


<a 


) 2 : | where FLora might delight to dwell : there 
to value the sweet courtesies of life.— | 5 > 


Affability, attention, decorum of beha- | 
viour, if they. have not been ranked | 





o’er-canopyed by the honey-suckle, the myrtle 
and the vine, she sat musing on the expected 
return of the youth she long had loved, ‘and 
| there, her soft and gentle voice from heft ver-~ 
| milion lips, like zephyr sighing through the 
| leaves of the blushing rose, was heard. ‘* Oh 
| happy, thrice happy hour, when escaped from 
| the stormy terrors of the tempestuous ocean, 
| all-f@¥ouring Providence shall restore co these 


: | faithfl arms, my loved, my valued Henry ; 
amiable, they must | 


| when again, beneath the starry canopy of Hea- 
gain, 


iiven, we shall renew our vows, and biess that 
it . - ' 5 
{absence which has proved our love ;” 


scarce 
| had she given these accents to the wind, when 
< ’ 


| a slight rustling near a jessamme, which Hen- 
| ry had assisted to rear, engaged her attention, 
| and alarmed the too sensitive maid. 


A youth 
sprang forth—her highly excited and suscepti- 
ble nerves now cenied their office ; with an 
angelic murmur she closed her azure eyes, 
and sunk without sensation into the arms of the 
—gardener. BOMBASTIGUS. 


———w + ere 


RETIREMENT 
Is calculated to cure the great infirmity, I had 


. . . . . tt a} ts dic5aae - >} or at 
or finds him, big with his own impor- | almost said the mortal disease of not being able 


tance, superciliously to reject every 


ed necessity of perpetually hanging on others 


to be alone; it is adapted to relieve the wretch- 


proffered assistance, resolving to trust || for amusement; it delivers us from the habit 
for success on none but himself; there || of depending not only for our solace, but «lmos' 


is a certain degree of pride or honest 


1} 
i 


ambition which is a necessary, an es-| 


for our existence on foreign aid, and extricates 
| us from the bondage of submitting to any sort 
| of society in order to get rid of ourselves. 


sj 
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POETRY. 


To , in imitation of Perstcos Opx. 


DINNERS of firm, I vote a bore, 
Where folks who never met before, 
And care not if they ne’er meet more, 

Are brought together : 
Cramm’d close as mackarel in their places, 
They eat with Chesterfieldian graces, 
Drink healths amd talk with sapient faces, 





About the weather. 
Thrice Liest, who at an inn unbendgs 
Ww ait a dozen of his friends, 


Aud while the curliag smoke ascends, 
In volumes sable. 

Mirth and good humour round him sees, 

Chats, lollng hockward, at his ease, 

Or cocks his cross’d legs, if he please, 
Upon the table. 


ally ER. ne 


THE SIGHS OF LOVE. 
When hanging o’er his fair one’s form, 
While grace sits playing in her eye, 
While love does all his senses charm, 
How tender is the lover’s sigh. 
But when from her he’s far away, 
And lost the lustre of her eye, 
And passes sad each ling’ring day, 
Ab! wretched is the lover’s sigh, 
‘To press the fair one in his arms 
Again behold the illumin’d eye ; 
low sweet the moment, full of charms, 
How blissful is the lover’s sigh. 


TD Gree. 


SONG. 

Tell me, Syren of my soul, 
Whar the spell whose dear controui, 
Every hill and vale adorns ? 
Lovelier light (tian summer morns ! 
Laura, say, and tell me too, 
Have I ever liv’d till now ! 

Tell me, Syren of my soul ! 
Oft I saw the rosy dawn, 
Deck the hill, the vale, the lawn ; 
Pleased, I found them fair and warm ; 
Fair, but not with magic charm : 
Love only can that charm bestow ! 
Ah! I never liv’d till now, 

Never, Syren of my soul ! 
Thy sweet smiles, thy glances bright, 
Shed the soft, the golden light ; 
Light that through, all nature, 
Light that through my bosom streams ! 
Then, my Laura, hear the vow, 
That I never liv’d till now— 

Hear it, Syren of my soul! 

— et ooo 


FROM THE GREEK. 
Should'’st thou, O! Daphne, for my sake, 
An eguai pain endure, 
A sense of gratitude will make 
The bond cf love more sure. 
But should’t thou, reekless of my fate, 
i'nkind and cruel prove, 





‘ 


Sweet maid, thou’lt never learn to hate} 
As truly as J love. 


A ¢ Qiao = 


TO MARY. 
Mary, when pale my cheek shall grow ; 
When love’s warm tide shall cease to flaw; 
Torn by keen anguish, when my soul 

Sinks hopeless ’neath despair’s controul; 
Say, wilt thou then thy lover cheer ? 


| Nor think his wasted form less dear ? 
| Nor scorn those eyes which once were bright, 


Dim now, and nearly closed in night ! 
Unwearied, watch his sickly bed, 
Imploring health its joy to shed, 

Calm with thy smile, his troubled breast, 
And lull him sweetly into rest ? 

1 + a 





‘'O LAURA. 
|Canthe harmoniz‘d tints which the rainbow 
aborn, 
The complexion of Laura outvie, 
Or the dew drop, enrich’d by the blushes of 
morn, 
The lustre that melts in her eye ? 
Can the golden light shed when the sun’s dying 
gleams, 
The cup of the tulip illume, 
Excel the soft radiance that o’er her face 
beams, 
When a rosy smile heightens its bloom? 
Ah, no; all that nature or art can combine, 
Is surpass’d by the blaze of her charms ; 


\ And far above others that mortal will shine, 


That enfolds this proud prize in his arms. 
I envy not canopy’d monarchs their throne, 
Their sceptre and glittering train ; 
But I envy the man that calls Laura his own, 
Tho’ a cottage be all his domain. 
> ¢ Gee 
SLEEP. 
When Phebus sinks into the western sky, 
And nightly shade obscures the light of day, 
The God of sleep in silent majesty, 
«* Death’s counterfeit” assumes his sov’reign 
sway. 
Blest sleep, whose soft oblivious power can lull 
To sweet forgetfulness the human breast, 
Let man ne’er say his cup of misery’s fuil, 
Whilst thou can’st soothe his wretched soul 
to rest. 
The wicked only, for his foul misdeeds, 
Is curs’d with unrelaxing sense of woes ; 
Its guilty heart forever, ever biceds, 
Nor night, nor day, can he enjoy repose. 
But to the man who boasts his conscience clear, 
Though under fierce adversity he bend, 
The gentle balm of sleep his grief shall cheer, 
And sweet illusive dreams their aid shall 
lend. 
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